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To Kingpin
ABIGAIL MINZER

The first time I saw you, you were hiding underneath the tower
of cages that Petco kept you and your fellow rescue cats in at night.
My mom and brother immediately latched their eyes on the cats that
were making their desire for attention known: he was enraptured by
a playful, fluffy black cat, and she couldn’t take her eyes off a gorgeous
calico. But as adorable as these other cats were, something in me immediately resonated with something in you. When someone walks
into a crowded room, I’d never be the first person to catch their eye.
Like you, I’d probably just end up alone in a corner. But I know that
our introversion and average appearances don’t make either of us less
deserving of attention. So I asked a staff member to help me get you
out from under the cages. The other cats hissed at you when you came
out, and my family seemed confused as to why I was even bothering
with you – the plain brown, skittish tabby. But I sat down, and you settled in my lap. The staff member clipped the sharp tips of your claws,
noting that it was usually difficult to get ahold of you for tasks like this.
At home that night, a massive argument broke out in my house
over which cat we should get. I remember crying, insisting to my
parents that you and I were kindred spirits, that none of the other cats
understood you, but I did. I won the argument, and we went back for
you in the morning.
From then on, every moment we spent together seemed to affirm the fact that we had a special connection. You came when I called
but often ignored everyone else, unless they had food or treats to offer
you. Most nights, you would sleep either in a little circular bed on the
floor of my bedroom or on my bed near my feet. My favorite nights of
all were the ones when you let me curl up against your back, with an
arm around you holding you close. I would fall asleep to the sound of
your purring, sometimes even on the floor.
Of course, things weren’t perfect. I’m pretty sure you ate two of
my betta fish, Thor and Jupiter. Neither our dog nor the cat that we got
several years after you ever did get along with you either. But I could
never bring myself to be mad at you for any of it. I knew that you
couldn’t be blamed for your instincts telling you that fish = food. And
you were the sort of awkward middle child amongst the older dog
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and the younger cat. Both of them were friendlier and more charming with
strangers than you. But you were always my favorite, and even if I’m the
only one who would pick you out of every other option, I like to think that
having just one person (or cat) feel that way about you is enough.
You loved sitting in my lap while I watched TV and chasing the
spots of light on the floor that I would make by carefully reflecting sunlight
off my phone just so. I shook my head in fond bemusement when you developed an affinity for running into the bathroom, leaping onto the counter, and waiting for me to turn the faucet on so that you could lap up the
fresh water that trickled from it. Soon after that, I started patiently sitting
on my bed in just my towel while I let you lap up the water that dripped
from my soaking wet hair after I’d showered.
What I did not love was when I started finding your vomit and
bloody diarrhea all over the house. Most of it was in my bedroom, because
that’s where you spent most of your time. Suddenly, I noticed how much
skinnier you were. I hadn’t thought much about it before, but where you
used to have belly fat, now you just had loose, hanging skin and fur.
We took you to the vet, and it only took a few blood tests to discover that you had kidney failure. I was devastated. You were just seven
years old, and I’d only had you since you were one. Cats normally live to be
around fifteen, but this felt like an early death sentence. The vet told us that
there were things we could do to help you, but my parents were already
tired of cleaning up after the messes you made around the house. I handled
everything that happened in my bedroom, but my mother never did
forgive you for losing control of your bladder in her closet on a brand-new
pair of shoes.
I talked my parents into at least giving you fluids a few times a week
via an IV. They were supposed to keep you hydrated and remove toxins
from your blood. But you hated it, and it broke my heart to see you struggling to get away from the needle that I pressed into your back. I never
could tell how effective the treatment was, as you still sometimes vomited
and struggled to control your bladder. On occasion, I cleaned your litter
box and found blood.
We could’ve ended things for you right then and there, and if you
weren’t still purring so often, if you really seemed to be suffering too much
to justify a few good moments here and there, I would have. But despite
your grave diagnosis, you still acted much the same on a daily basis. You
still wanted to drink from the faucet, lick my hair, fall asleep on my bed,
purr in my lap as I pet you, even chase laser pointers and sneak outside.
So we got you a more expensive prescription brand of food and
even bought wet food to help you get more liquids into your system. If I
had the money – the resources – I would have done anything to keep you
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purring in my arms.
Time passed like this: me desperately begging my parents to do
everything we could to help you, them complaining about the messes you
made and frequently asking me if I was ready to be done with this yet, and
you just living on, as comfortable with me as you’d always been.
Nearly two years after your diagnosis, I went off to college. Saying
goodbye to you the day I left was one of the hardest things I’ve ever done.
Part of me already knew that I was very unlikely to ever see you again. I
cried silently as I rubbed under your white chin while you remained happily oblivious that I was leaving and would be away for a very long time,
much longer than we’d ever been apart before.
I begged my parents to send me pictures of you and keep me updated on how you were doing. The last two pictures I have of you are from
late August. In the first, you were standing on my parents’ bed, just looking
serenely straight at the camera, and it felt like you were looking directly
at me. In the next, taken just a moment later, you squinted your eyes, as if
you couldn’t bear for me to see you or for you to see me. It feels now like
foreshadowing for what would happen next.
On a Friday morning in early September, I attended my classes as
usual. By the time I was done, around 11 AM, I saw that I had a series of
missed calls and texts from my parents. I could feel my pulse racing all the
way to my fingers. Though I was dizzy on my feet, I called back. And that
was when they told me what had happened.
You collapsed in the living room, struggled to get up, and failed. My
parents thought you were going to die right then and there. But, instead,
you somehow found the strength to stumble to the nearby stairs. And then
you dragged yourself all the way up, my parents afraid to even touch you
for how fragile your body felt when they tried. When you made it to the
second floor, you went straight to my bedroom. You’d used up all your
strength just to make it there, so you couldn’t jump up onto my bed. But
you were content just to be in the space that reminded you of me. You went
to a corner of the room to attempt to find some privacy from the watching eyes of my family, and that’s where you curled up and let out your last
breath.
I cried for days after that, feeling the absence of our unique bond
despite my distance from home. I’m crying writing this to you even now,
over a year later. I know you knew how much I loved you, and I know that
you loved me just as much. It makes me furious whenever I hear anyone
say something like, “Cats will never love you as much as dogs will!” I tell
them this story.
I wish I could ask you if you finally let go when you did because
you didn’t want me to see you die. Or maybe I was your motivation to keep
58

The Mercury
fighting so hard to live, and when I left and didn’t come back for so long,
you thought that I’d gone and that it was time for you to go, too. I’ll never
know if, consciously or unconsciously, there were any type of meaning
behind the timing of your death. But that won’t stop me from regretting
leaving you, missing those last few weeks of your precious life.
The worst part is that, recently, my mother confided in me that
she’s glad you’re dead. When I was alone, I cried and mourned you all over
again.
I just want you to know that even if no one else does, I miss you.
I love you still. And I’ll never forget you. I hope that’s enough. Thank you
for seeing and accepting me. I know you chose me as much as I chose you.
Rest in peace now.
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